THREE YEARS IN MANIPUR

of days there, and had seen the lake in the
compound covered with wild - duck, which
were almost as tame as the familiar bird
associated, as a rule, in our minds with
green peas and the spring. He had played
a never-to-be-forgotten game of polo with
three royal princes on a ground worthy of
Hurlingham, and he had taken it out of
the snipe one morning. Small wonder that
those two days remained in his memory,
and made him long for more like them,
when it was his fate to be stationed in an
uncongenial spot, where polo comes like
Christmas once a year, and which even the
snipe desert. And small wonder, too, was
it that when the letter came, offering him
the coveted post, he jumped at it. How
glad we were, and how we hastened to pack
up our belongings and depart to the land
of so much promise!

Nothing bothered us, not even when our
kitchen was blown down bodily in a gale
of wind one night, and our new cooking-